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and Caroline Musseus rose up at once to me like a star, and
without having seen her I was indeed her betrothed.

Thus, during tiiese bright days did I pour forth, all the
feelings I had long treasured up ; and in endeavouring to
communicate my desires to another, I learnt to think. I
ascended from indefinite reverie to palpable cogitation.

I was now seldom alone. To be the companion of Museeus
I participated in many pastimes, which otherwise I should
have avoided, and in return he, although addicted to sports,
was content, for my sake, to forego much former occupation.
With what eagerness I rushed when the hour of study
ceased, with what wild eagerness I rushed to resume our
delicious converse ! Nor indeed was his image ever absent
from me ; and when in the hour of school we passed each
other, or our countenances chanced to meet, there was ever
a sweet, faint smile, that, unmarked by others, interchanged
our love.

A love that 1 thought must last for ever, and for ever
flow like a clear bright stream; yet at times my irritable
passions would disturb even these sweet waters, The tern-
perament of Musseus was cold and slow. I was at first
proud of haviiig interested his affection, but as our friend-
ship grew apace, I was not contented with this calm sym-
pathy and quiet regard. I required that he should respond
to my affection with feelings not less ardent and energetic
than mine own. I was sensitive, I was jealous. I found a
savage joy in harrowing his heart; I triumphed wlien I
could draw a tear from his beautiful eye; when I could
urge him to unaccustomed emotion; when I forced him to
assure me, in a voice of agitation, that he loved me alone,
and pray me to be pacified.

From sublime torture to ridiculous teasing, too often
Musaeus was my victim. One day I detected an incipient
dislike to myself, or a growing affection for another; then
I passed him in gloomy silence, because Ms indispensable